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pigeons walk serenely around St. Paul's, and
the seabirds flap their wide grey wings over the
ancient barges in the Bay at Chelsea. But
London's immortality lies not only in these
eternal things; the spirit of men and women
from generation to generation matters even more
than they. It is my faith in my countrymen
which makes me repeat the question: "Can
we forgive?" and try to supply a different
answer.

I believe that we must indeed learn to forgive;
that if we do not, we shall sacrifice an essential
part of our national quality. "A nation/5 affirms
our leader-writer, "cannot watch its holiest monu-
ments being battered, with system and premedi-
tation, and then meet the enemy afterwards in
a forgiving, tolerant spirit.'9

Can it not? If not, then it has already lost the
peace; and if it loses yet another peace, the war
of 1965 will annihilate our children and our
London too.

It is true that our churches stand, or should
stand, "for the belief of men in themselves and
each other and in the God of their worship"; but
that God himself made forgiveness the keystone
of the faith which he founded. If Nazidom
indeed strikes deliberately, as a dangerous
lunatic might strike, at this conception of religion
and the treasure-houses which enshrine it, our
opponents merit more compassion for their false